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whether of time, or speech or nationality,, and makes
men kin to one another, who perchance would have
been poles asunder when they were alive.

In the remarkable and most dramatic story, "The
Warrior's Soul/5 the writer seems to have put forth
all Ms powers as a short story writer. It is, in fact, a
sort of swan song, for though he added to his laurels
with his last book "The Rover/' as regards the short
story, when he had written the last pages of "The
Warrior's Soul" he laid the lyre aside for good.

Of all the purely hearsay tales he ever wrote perhaps
"The Warrior's Soul" holds the first place. I can
imagine him, in the old homestead that he describes
with so much love and such artistic skill in his sketch
"Poland Revisited/' seated before the enormous china
stove upon a winter's night, the pine trees standing up
starkly out of the white ocean, as palm trees stand up
out of the desert sand, but black and withered, their
branches weighed down by the snow.

Now and then a wolf would howl, with that long-
drawn-out melancholy sound that, once heard, espe-
cially when one is alone, far from a human habitation, is
never to be forgotten, making him cower to his mother's
side, as some one told the story that he has so splendidly
dressed up and made live.

In it he rises above nationality, even his hatred of
the hereditary tyrants of his country is forgotten. He
sees them with their country laid waste and invaded by
the Napoleonic hordes, and as he understood by dire
experience, what they were passing through gives them
his sympathy. No light thing for a Pole to do, and
one that in itself shows him a man of genius on another
side, for it wants genius to feel for the oppressor in his
hour of need. To feel for the oppressed, that we can
all do easily enough. All Conrad's art, his skill in